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CHAPTER  LXVL

THIS Jesuit oimrcli of St. George of Cappadocia was situate
in one of the finest piazzas of Rome. It was surrounded
with arcades, and in its centre the most beautiful fountain
of the city spouted forth its streams to an amazing height,
and in forms of graceful fancy. On Friday morning the
arcades were festooned with tapestry and hangings of
crimson velvet and gold. Every part was crowded, and
all the rank and fashion and power of Rome seemed to be
there assembling. There had been once some intention on
the pai't of the Holy Father to be present, but a slight
indisposition had rendered that not desirable. His Holiness,
however, had ordered a company of his halberdiers to attend,
and the ground was kept by those wonderful guards in the
dress of the middle ages; halberds and ruffs, and white
plumes, and party-coloured coats, a match for our beef-
eaters. Carriages with scarlet umbrellas on the box, and
each with three serving men behind, denoted the presence
of the cardinals in force. They were usually brilliant
equipages, being sufficiently new, or sufficiently new pur-
chases, Garibaldi and the late commanding officer of Lothair
having burnt most of the ancient coaches in the time of
the Roman Republic twenty years before. From each
carriage an eminence descended with his scarlet cap and
his purple train borne by two attendants. The Princess
Tarpeia-Cinque Cento was there, and most of the Roman
princes and princesses and dukes and duchesses. It seemed
that the whole court of Rome was there; monsignori and
prelates without end. Some of their dresses, and those oi
the generals of the orders, appropriately varied the general
effect, for the ladies were all in bte-ek, their heads covered
only with black veils.